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within himself, and she was all that there was
to call him back. Then one night he was far
away. He was standing on a deserted beach
beside a lonely sea. Someone was beside him, a
man, and quite suddenly this man raised a stick
to strike him. He seized this stick, broke it in
half and flung it into the sea. After that this man
never left him. He was very tall, thin of face,
and he had a scar that ran from eye to lip. The
man stood beside him on a green lawn, and this
time it was he who had the whip; he raised his
hand and struck; as he did so the man changed.
He was young, and after he was struck he bent his
head,

David lay there for a long while striving to
reconcile these two figures. They were the same
and were not the same. At one time they seemed
to be himself; then they were separate, then
together again.

One grey ghostly morning he awoke and knew
everything. The man who had wished to strike
him was his father; the man whom he had struck
was his son* He knew everything. He had been
ill, and was lying now in his bed, while beyond the
window a bird sang, and near him the candles were
almost burnt out, and Sarah sat in a high chair, her
head forward, asleep- He passed then, struggling
all alone, hours of terrible agony. His left side
was dead; there was no feeling nor motion in it.
His heart bled for his son- He could think of
nothing but that- He must see his son* He
must see his son. He raised his right arm: he
tried to shout and to shout again* No sound